


The Trdgecfot of 

But for thy world enioying but this land, 

Is it not more then fliame to Ihamc it fo? 

Land-lord ofEngland art thou now not, hot King, 
Thy date of law is bondilaue to the law. 

And thou. 

J ting. Ah lunaticke leane-witted fbole. 

Prefuming on an Agues priuiledge, 

Dareft vviththy frozen admonition 
Makepale our cheekc, chafing thcroyall blood 
With turic from his natiuc refidencc. 

Now by my Scates right royall maieftie 
Wert thou not brother to great Edwards fonne, 

This tongue thatrunnes fo roundly in thy head, 
Should runne thy head from thy vnreucrent fhoulders. 

Gaunt .Oh fpare me noimy brother Edwards fonne, 
For that I was his father Edwards fonne : 

That blood already,like the Peliican, 

Haft thou tapt and drunkenly carowft: 

My brother Gltccfier, plaine well meaning foule, 
Whom faire befall in hcauen mongft happy foules. 
May be a prefident and witnes good, 

That thou rcfpeftftnotfpilling Edwards blood, 
loyne with the prefent fickncs that I haue. 

And thy vnkindnes be like crooked age, 

T o crop at once a too long withered flower. \ 

• Liue in thy fhame,but die not fhame with thee : 
Thcfe Wordes hereafter, thy tormentors be: 

Conuay me to my bed, then to my graue, 

Loue they to liuc,thatlouc and h«nour haue. 


Exit- 


King. And let them die,that age and fullens haue, 
For both haft thou,and both become the graue. 

T orke. I do befeech your Maieftie impute his words 
To wayward Ikklyncs and age in him : 

He loues you on my life, and holdes you decre. 

As Harry Duke of Herford,werc he n< 


leere. 


Kmg. Right,you fay true j as Herfordt loue, fo his : 
As theirs, fo mine, and oc as it is. 


Eschar d the Second. 

&*. MyLi e g«.oldg«>< commendshimto your Ma- 
Kwg. What fayeshee? i 

•North. Nothing, all is layd 5 
His tongue is now a ftrmglefTc mftrument. 

His time is fpent,our pilgrimage nmft be : 

So much for that. Now for our Irtfli Warres : 

Wemuft fupplant thoferough rug-headed kernes, 

Which liue like venome, where no venome elle 
But onely they, haue priuiledge to hue. 

And for thcfe great affayres do aske fomc charge, 
Towards our afsiftancc wc do feaze to vs. 

The Plate, Coyne,Reucneues, and moueables 
Whereof our Vnckle gaunt did ftand poUeit. 

Torke. How long lhall I be patient? Ah how long 
Shall tender duetietnakeme fuffer wrong? 

NotGlocefters death, nor Herfords banifhment, 

Nor Gaunts rebukes, nor Englands priuate wrongs. 

Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrooke 
About his marriage, nor my owne difgracc, 

Haue euer made me lower my patient chceke, 

Or bend onewrinckle on my Soucraigncs face: 

I aril thelaft of the noble Edwards fonnes, 

Of whom thy father Prince ofWales was firft. 

In Warre,was neuerLionragde more fierce: 

In Peace,was neuer gentle Lambe more milde 
Then was that young and princely Gentleman : 

His face thou haft, for euen fo loolct he, 

Accomplilhtwith a number ofthy houres * 

But when hefrowned, it was againft the French, 

And not againft his Friendcs : his noble hand 
Did winne what he did {pend, and fpent not that 
Which his triumphant Fathers hand had wonne: 

His hand s were guiltie of no kinred blood, 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne. 


D 


Oh 


I H 






